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you  won't  know  who's  who  or 
what's  what 

you'll  be  caught  short  on  dinner 
table  conversation 

you  won't  know  what  plays  to  pick 
or  whom  to  look  for  in  them 

you  won't  know  when  the  time 
changes  in  the  world  of  ideas 

why,  for  instance,  jazz  and  Charlie 
Chaplin  are  today  classic,  and  on 
what  chill   tomorrow  they   may  be 

vieux  jeux 

when  they  put  the  padlock  on 
D.  H.  Lawrence  and  when  they 
took  it  off  James  Joyce 

when  the  Russians  stopped  being 
chic  and  who  sl  pplanted  them 

the  debutantes  will 
dodge  you  at  dinner 

the  stags  at  eve  will 
cut  in  on  someone 
more  amusing 

you'll  be  a  wet  rag,a 
dumb  bunny 

But  it's  not  too  late.  Curfew  doesn't  ring 
tonight.  The  order  blank  is  here.  Vanity 
Fair's  subscription  list  remains  open  .... 
Thank  heaven  there  is  still  time. 
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COLLEGE  HUMOR 

The  Leading  Humorous  Publication.    More 
than  300,000  every  month 


Customer:    "I  want  a  quarter's  worth  of  carbolic  acid." 
Proprietor:    "Veil,  dis  is  a  pawn  shop;  but  mister  we  have 
razors,  ropes,  and  revolvers." 

— Centre  Colonel. 
G— G— G 
There  was  a  young  man  from  Lynn 
Who  was  tall  and  amazingly  thin 
He  went  fishing  one  day 
And  fell  into  the  bay 

And  the  water  came  up  to  his  g:n.  — Puppet. 

G— G— G 
Teacher:    "Now,  Robert,  what  is  a  niche  in  a  church?" 
Bobby:    "Why,  it's  just  the  same  as  an  itch  anywhere  else, 
only  you  can't  scratch  it  as  well."  — Boston  Transcript. 

G— G— G 
"The  time  will  come,"  shouted  the  lecturer,   "when  women 
will  get  men's  wages." 

"Yes,"  shouted  a  little  man  in  the  back  seat,  "next  Saturday 
night."  — Bucknell  Belle  Hop. 

G— G— G 
"Girls  have  the  right  to  dress  as  they  please," 

A  maiden  announced  with  vigor, 
"But  some  of  them  lack  the  nerve,"  I  said, 
"And  some  of  them  lack  the  figure." 

— Brown  Jug. 
G— G— G 
Mistress — "Mary,  your  young  man  has  such  an  air  of  brag- 
gadocio about  him." 

Mary — "Yis,  pore  lad,  he  worrucks  in  a  livery  stable." 

— Jack  O'Lanlern. 


Atmosphere 

I  once  met  a  keen  flapper  maid — 

She  was  more  than  surpassing  fair. 
Her  eyes  were  the  purest  of  jade, 
And  hers  was  a  genuine  air. 
On  a  bright  moonlight  night  I  met  her, 

A  wonderful  girl  I  declare. 
I  would  like  to  have  known  her  better. 
But  she  gave  me  the  genuine  air. 

— The  Sniper. 
G— G—  G 
A  lunatic  in  America  escaped  for  a  week  and  was  discovered 
shaving  people  in  a  barber's  shop.    Suspicions  were  aroused  be- 
cause he  didn't  try  to  sell  customers  any  whiskey.     — Punch. 
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Long,     modish     1 
cowl    and    body    an 
matched    by    superl 
beauty. 

Upholstery  is  good  look' 
ing    and     long 
seats    and    back 
shaped,    dimens 
and     padded     for 


Reo  h  the  "Gold 
Standard  of  Values" 
because  a  little 
money  will  buy  a 
lot  of  car — in  looks, 
in  comfort,  in  per- 
formance, in  safety, 
in  stamina  and  in 
resale  value. 
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"Two  on  the  Isle. 


Statements  Left  Unsaid 

I 

Robert  B.   Haggenford — bank  president. 
"I   attribute  my   success  in  life  to  late   rising,  heavy 
drinking  and  extreme  laziness." 

II 

Emil  Schultzstrasser — scientist. 

"My  great  contributions  to  the  world  of  science  are 
due  entirely  to  my  love  for  fox-trotting." 

Ill 

Clayton  Phlopp — author  and  poet. 
"Over-eating,    I   believe,   is  responsible   for  my   finest 
literary  achievements." 

IV 

J.  Henry  Van  Burlton — statesman. 

"I  feel  certain  that  my  success  in  international  affairs 


is  the  result  of  my  utter  lack  of  diplomatic  training  com- 
bined with  my  complete  ignorance." 


Paul  Smoole — philosopher. 

"To  lengthy  spells  of  drowsiness  I  am  convinced  that 
I  owe  my  fame." 

— Charles  G.  Shaw. 
G— G— G 

"Jackson  is  a  man  you  don't  meet  every  day." 

"I  don't  meet  him  at  all.    He  owes  me  five  dollars." 


Club  member  (keen  player):    ."You  play  bridge?" 
New  member:    "I — er — /  don't  know,  you  see  I  have 
never  tried." 


qpgigki^^ 


McPherson — (phoning  down  to  clerk  from  his  hotel  room) . 
same  double  as  single?" 

Clerk — 'Wo,  sir.    Two  dollars  more." 
McPherson — "Well,  send  up  another  Bible." 


'I'm  taking  this  room  with  my  wife.    Is  the  rate  the 


A  Mother's  Plea 

The  court  room  it  was  crowded, 

And  the  prisoner  at  the  bar 

Was  only  a  poor  old  broken  yegg, 

Whose  mother  was  a  char. 

The  crown  attorney  pleaded 

That  they  send  this  man  to  jail, 

(And  there  wasn't  a  cent  in  the  penny  bank 

To  get  him  out  on  bail). 

Refrain : 

For  he's  only  a  boy  with  a  scarlet  past, 
That  never  had  a  chancet, 
Nor  a  first  class  ed-ju-ca-tion. 
Nor  a  kindly  word  or  glancet! 

Just  then  there  was  a  bustle, 

In  the  court  room  cold  and  grim ; 

For  the  prisoner's  poor  old  mother. 

Had  come  to  plead  for  him. 

And  she  froze  the  high-class  lawyers. 

As  she  stood  there,  thin  and  pale, 


Then  she  turned  to  the  solemn  judge  and  said, 

"Don't  send  my  boy  to  chail!" 

Refrain: 

For  he's  only  a  poor  bootlegger 

That  never  did  no  harm, 

But  helped  poor  folks  at  Christmas  time, 

And  his  heart  was  always  warm! 

I  reared  him,  judge,  with  these  two  hands 

And  was  always  careful  too, 

That  the  folks  he  went  around  with 

Were  honest,   poor  and  true. 

It  would  break  a  poor  old  mother's  heart, 

If  you  sent  him  to  the  pen. 

There  my  boy  would  come  in  contact  with 

All  those  financial  men. 

Refrain  (All  voices): 

Don't  send  him  to  the  hoosegow, 

(Here's  a  mother's  heart  laid  bare.) 

Don't  send  him  to  the  jug,  for  judge. 

They're  too  darn  ritzy  there!"  — J.E.McD. 


She:  "You've  been  living  on  the  fat  of  the 
land." 

He:  "Yesh — hie — but  it  hashn't  gone  to  my 
head." 


Leave  it  to  Providence 

The  town  council  of  a  small  Ontario  city  had  decided 
upon  some  extensive  improvements  in  one  of  the  local 
parks,  the  chief  feature  of  which  was  to  be  the  installa- 
tion of  an  artificial  lake.  The  majority  of  the  coun- 
cillors, not  without  the  deepest  misgivings  on  the  part 
of  Mayor  Sandy  MacPherson,  who  hailed  originally 
from  Aberdeen,  were  planning  that  it  should  be  stocked 
in  a  really  sumptuous  manner.  Swans  were  to  be  pur- 
chased, and  ducks  and  drakes  and  geese  and  goslings  and 
all  sorts  of  strange  birds.  The  Mayor  listened  with 
growing  apprehension  to  the  rash  proposals  of  his  over 
enthusiastic  subordinates.  At  last  when  it  was  moved 
that  they  should  purchase  eight  gondolas,  it  was  more 
than  MacPherson  could  stand: 

"Aw  weel,  gentlemen,"  he  said,  "I  hae  noo  doubt 
but  that  we  maun  hae  some  gondolas,  but  we'll  be  no 
gettin'  but  a  pair  o'  them — a  male  and  a  female — and 
leave  the  rest  tae  the  Lord" 

— J.D.R. 
G— G— G 
Grocer — "Eggs  are  getting  cheaper." 
Actor — "But  not  cheap  enough  to  be  used  as  the- 
atrical criticism." 


"Where  Were  you  last  night?" 
"It's  a  lie!" 
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Teaching  the   Young  Idea  How   to  Shoot 


F.O.B.  Newcastle 

It  is  twenty  years  since  I  first  went  North  for  the 
moose  hunting.  In  all  that  time  I  have  not  missed  a 
season. 

The  other  evening,  being  in  a  reflective  mood,  I  sat 
before  the  coffee-room  fire  and  mused  on  the  changes 
during  those  twenty  years. 

When  I  first  went  up  not  the  least  pleasure  of  the 
outing  was  listening  to  the  tales  of  our  guides.  How 
thrilling  were  their  accounts  of  adventure  in  the  North. 
But  all  that  is  different  now.  In  fact  the  situation 
is  reversed.  Thanks  to  the  five-reel  thrillers  we  are  able 
to  spin  them  tales  of  the  Royal  Mounted,  the  Great 
Open  Spaces,  the  Untrammelled  Wastes,  which  make 
their  experiences  seem  tame  indeed.  They  look  forward 
to  the  story  hour  beneath  the  stars. 

However,  the  guides  have  their  innings.  During  the 
long  winter  months  while  we  in  town  are  busy,  they 
have  their  slack  season.  They  tune  in  their  radios  and 
pore  over  back  numbers  of  the  chatty  weeklies  and  inti- 
mate stories  of  scandal  in  high  places.  Thanks  to  them 
we  get  the  most  delectable  bits  of  town  gossip  and  so 
are  able  to  keep  abreast  of  the  times.  It  is  an  excellent 
exchange. 

Truly,  the  face  of  the  North  is  changing. 

— Hubert  Evans. 
G— G— G 
Habit 
I  fell  for  a  shop-girl 

And  she  was  a  queen, 
As  lovely  a  maiden 

As  my  eyes  have  seen. 
But  now  that  we're  married, 

I  think  I  was  rash; 
Whenever  she  sees  me, 

She  always  yells  "Cash!" 

Rechnilzer. 


Jyer^o-tsp. 


Phyllis  (newly-engaged) :  "Oh,  Clarence,  you  have 
no  idea  how  wonderful  it  is  to  think  one  will  go  through 
life  side  by  side  with  a  man  one  can  look  up  to!" 


Small  autocrat:  "No,  you  can't  play  here,  Cyril; 
this  is  my  game,  you  go  and  play  with  the  waterfall 
on  the  stairs." 


Goblin 


(®ivv3) 


^£6,   ITS    THE-    SAM£   Gl^L 

IN  TrtE  W\NTE£  VWl 


10 


U?r.  CjOB.IN, 


"An    the  Way  she  spoke,  Mrs.  'Arris,  as  though  I  was  a  bit  o'  dirt.   Why,  I  wouldn't  speak  to  my  'usband  the  Wa\)  she 
spoke  to  me." 


Henry:    "A  fool  and  his  money  are  soon  parted!" 
Harry:    "Not  parted,  petted!" 


Winter  and  Spring  Form  Chart 

HIGHBROW:  Montaigne,  Evolution,  Sociology, 
Epictetus,  Chamber  music.  Psychology,  Kant,  Cezanne, 
Aristophanes,  "dek-a-dent,"  poule  sous  cloche,  appolin- 
aris,  Lord  Cecil. 

LOW-HIGHBROW:  Local  politics,  Gals- 
worthy, income  taxes,  polo,  Grand  opera,  mah  jongg, 
"dee-kay-dent,"  stocks  and  bonds,  chicken  a  la  King, 
bacardi  rum  cocktails,  radio,  country-clubs,  Mencken, 
divorce. 

HIGH-LOWBROW:  Musical  shows,  porterhouse 
steaks,  Zane  Gray,  movies,  whiskey,  cross  word  puzzles, 
horn-rimmed  glasses,  spats,  comic  strips,  gray  fedoras. 

LOWBROW:    Ethel   M.  Dell,  one-armed  lunches, 

"must-ash,"    beer,    brilliantine,    white    socks,    dance   pa- 

villions,    summer   excursions,    tooth-picks,    chewing   gum, 

"wouldn't  of  went."  — W.W.W. 

G— G— G 

Trade:  "I  hear  your  father  wants  you  to  join  the 
Masons." 

Mark:  "Not  me!  I  could  never  lift  those  heavy 
stones  around." 
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Smmigrational 


Canadians  are  in  the  position  of  a  family  of  five  liv- 
ing alone  in  a  fifty  room  house.  That  is  to  say,  the 
house  is  too  big  for  the  family,  it  costs  too  much  to 
keep  up  and  the  melancholy  aspect  of  the  unused  rooms 
causes  a  feeling  of  depression  to  pervade  the  whole  es- 
tablishment. Perhaps  in  time  the  family  might  have 
enough  children,  grand-children  and  great-grand-children 
to  fill  the  whole  place  comfortably  but  that  would  be, 
at  the  best,  many,  many  years  in  the  future  and  meantime 
Mr.  Canuck,  the  head  of  the  household,  may  go  into 
bankruptcy  trying  to  keep  things  going.  Besides,  a  couple 
of  the  children  have  already  left  home  to  go  and  live 
with  their  Uncle  Sam,  who  has  a  house  of  about  the 
same  size  but  better  fitted-up  and  busier,  across  the 
street.  Mr.  Canuck  doesn't  know  how  much  farther  this 
thing  is  going  to  go.  Perhaps  more  of  his  children — 
and  his  prospective  grand-children — and  his  great-grand- 
children will  move  across  the  street  to  their  Uncle  Sam's 
house,    which   will    make   things   all   the   harder.     Alto- 


gether, Mr.  Canuck  has  a  pretty  hard  problem  to  face; 
the  only  thing  he  can  do  is  to  adopt  a  lot  of  sons  and 
daughters,  and  do  it  quickly.  They  will  fill  up  the 
vacant  rooms  and  help  to  keep  the  house  in  order  and 
they  will  be  able  to  raise  sufficient  food  on  Mr.  Can- 
uck's abundant  land  to  support  themselves.  But  Mr. 
Canuck  seems  only  half-heartedly  interested  in  finding 
children  to  adopt  and  everyone  wonders  why. 

Certainly  Canada  is  underpopulated.  No  one  dis- 
putes that.  Then  is  it  not  the  first  interest  of  the  people 
already  in  the  country  to  bring  the  population  up  to  a 
point  at  which  the  country  can  be  sustained? 

The  government  Canada  wants  is  the  government 
which  can  produce  the  livest,  most  energetic  immigra- 
tion policy  and  the  government  which  can  show  the 
greatest  increase  in  immigration.  Canada  at  this  time 
should  do  everything  in  her  power  to  make  the  country 
as  attractive  as  possible  to  prospective  immigrants. 
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The  Bunkhouse  Bard  Sings  The  Big  Tree  Legend 


By  James  Stevens 


They  were  two  honest  working  men, 
They  labored  near  the  River  Blithe; 
They  did  not  work  with  spade  or  pen, 
They  did  not  work  with  square  or  scythe. 
One's  name  was  Ole  Oswald  Sacks, 
One's  name  was  Micky  Mori  McGee ; 
They  went  one  day,  with  saw  and  ax, 
To  fell  a  most  gigantic  tree. 


And  Flo  and  Pouty — how  were  they? 
They  waited,  waited,  and  they  wept. 
Flo  left  her  dishes  ev'ry  day, 
And  Pouty's  floor  was  never  swept. 
'Twas  bitter  grief  for  each  poor  gorl, 
Aye,  bitter  grief  and  ago  knee, 
To  wait  for  Sacks  and  Micky  Mori 
To  fell  a  most  gigantic  tree. 


And  two  girls  wept  to  see  them  go, 

Two  girls  whose  hair  and  eyes  were  brown. 

One  girl  was  known  as  Sissy  Flo, 

The  other's  name  was  Pouty  Pown. 

And  Sissy  Flo  loved  Micky  Mori ; 

And  oh ;  and  oh !  she  wept  to  see 

Her  Micky  go  from  kiss  and  quorl 

To  fell  a  most  gigantic  tree. 


The  sawdust  flowed  and  gushed  and  dripped. 
Alas,  that  tree,  it  would  not  fell ! 
But  resolution  never  slipped, 
And  vainly  waited  each  poor  gell. 
The  years  went  on,  the  years  went  by, 
And  gray  and  feeble  grew  each  she ; 
But  still  did  Mick  and  Ole  try 
To  fell  a  most  gigantic  tree. 


Sweet  Pouty  Pown  was  Ole's  love ; 
The  two  had  loved  for  fifty  years. 
And  all  the  rains  from  clouds  above 
Were  never  wetter  than  her  tears. 
"Oh,  Ole  Oswald  Sacks !"  she  cried. 
"I  prithee  stay,  sweet  love,  with  me !" 
He  would  not  hear;  he  yearned  and  sighed 
To  fell  a  most  gigantic  tree. 


And  oh,  the  pity  that  they  passed — 

The  girls,  I  mean — away,  away. 

And  Sacks  and  Micky  came  at  last 

To  see  them  on  the  dying  day. 

They  came  at  eve,  they  left  that  night ; 

And  people  talked  of  mysteree ; 

For  they  still  worked  and  worked  with  might 

To  fell  a  most  gigantic  tree. 


The  axes  glimmered  in  the  sun, 
And  fair  and  far  the  chipsies  flew. 
A  month — the  notch  was  well  begun, 
But,  oh,  so  much  was  left  to  do ! 
Game,  game  as  grucks,  they  labored  on, 
Though  they  had  never  dreamed  'twould  be 
A  task  so  fearfully  dog-gone 
To  fell  a  most  gigantic  tree. 


'Twas  long  ago,  so  long  ago ! 
But  now,  when  shines  the  forest  moon 
And  woods'  sounds  ring,  the  children  know 
What  makes  the  distant  clang  and  croon. 
'Tis  brawny  Ole  Oswald  Sacks 
And  mighty  Micky  Mori  McGee, 
Still  trying  hard  with  saw  and  ax 
To  fell  a  most  gigantic  tree. 
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The    Prodigal 

One  of  those  siories  of  Canadian  farm  life 
By  Leslie  McFarlane 


CASPAR  TROTSKI 
sat  in  the  doorway  of 
his  humble  woodshed 
and  watched  the  sun  rise 
above  the  waving  fields  of 
wheat,  for  his  morning's  work 
was  done  and  it  was  6  a.m., 
almost  dinner  time. 

"He  is  thinking,"  said 
Dinah,  the  faithful  old  Irish 
cook,  as  she  looked  out  the 
kitchen  window.  "He  bane 
think  alia  da  time." 

"Sad!  sad!"  wept  Jonas, 
the  tired  man.  He  was  peel- 
ing the  onions   for  dessert. 

It  had  been  thus  for  many 
years.  Every  morning,  old 
Caspar  would  sit  in  the  door- 
way of  the  woodshed  and 
think.  He  would  think  of  his 
long  lost  son,  Beelzebub  Trot- 
ski,  the  prodigal. 

Somebody  h  a  s  written 
somewhere  that  something  or 
other  is  pretty  tough,  but  that 
having  an  ungrateful  child  is 
worse.  That  is  perhaps  not 
the  exact  wording  of  the  quo- 
tation but  there  is  a  lot  of 
truth  in  it.  How  much  worse 
then,  is  a  prodigal  child! 
That  was  what  old  Caspar 
had  to  put  up  with. 

One  sullen  January  morn- 
ing, many  years  before,  Be- 
elzebub Trotski,  then  an  inno- 
cent, barefoot  boy  of  three 
years,  had  gone  tripping  (and 
occasionally  stumbling)  down 
the  lane  from  the  old  farm.  And  he 
had  never  come  back. 

That  was  the  worst  of  it. 

Stirred  to  youthful  anger  because 
his  stern  old  father  had  bawled  him 
out  for  failing  to  milk  nineteen  cows 
before  breakfast,  he  had  shaken  off  the 
dust  of  the  parental  roof  forever. 
Children  are  so  awfully  sensitive.  The 
Trotski   farm  had  seen   him  no  more. 

"He  will  never  forget,"  murmured 
Dinah,  observing  that  old  Caspar  was 
still  thinking. 

"No,    I    don't   think   he   will,"   sob- 


TREES  AFTER  SNOW 

h(/  MC1HUR  5  BOURINoT 

All  silver  traceried  stand  the  trees 

Nude  maidens  on  a  sculptured  frieze, 

Whose  white  arms  reach  towards  the  sky 

And  common  supplication  cry, 

And  some  crouch  mute  on  bended  knees 

The  timid,  child-like  shrubberies; 

The  ancient  pines  scarce  bent  at  all 

Stand  solemn  at  a  funeral. 

And  when  their  lord  the  sun  appears 

And  looks  upon  them  while  he  leers, 

The  maidens  flee  before  his  gaze 

And  leave  him  sulking  in  a  haze, 

So  naked,  spectre-like  the  trees 

I'm  sure  that  Death  resembles  these. 


bed  Jonas,  overcome  by  the  immensity 
and  the  mystery  and  the  gravity  of 
existence. 

Caspar  Trotski  would  never  for- 
get. He  would  never  forget  that 
bright  eyed  little  lad,  his  prodigal  son. 
Long  ago,  he  had  forgiven  Beelzebub. 
He  had  even  put  a  personal  item  in 
The  Globe  to  that  effect: 

"Beelzebub — All  is  forgiven.  Come 
home,  you  young  brat,  or  I'll  flay  the 
hide  off  of  you. 

Yours  respectfully, 

Your   loving    father." 


Yes,  he  had  forgiven  his 
son.  There  was  no  bitterness 
in  his  gentle  old  heart.  When 
Beelzebub  would  tire  of  eat- 
ing husks  that  even  the  pigs 
would  turn  up  their  noses  at, 
old  Caspar  would  be  waiting 
with  forgiveness  in  his  soul  to 
welcome  him  home  again  and 
give  him  back  his  old  job  at 
$12  a  month  and  board.  The 
old  man  bore  no  resentment; 
his  was  one  of  those  deep, 
forgiving  natures  only  too  rare 
in  these  times. 

Evening  after  evening  he 
would  sit  in  the  farmhouse 
parlour,  with  a  heavy,  much 
thumbed  book  upon  his  knees, 
turning  over  the  well  remem- 
bered pages,  and  his  gnarled 
fingers  would  trace  out  the 
names  of  cities  and  towns  in 
that  old  Canadian  Postal 
Guide,  as  he  wondered  where 
his  son  would  be.  Evening 
after  evening  he  would  read 
the  city  papers,  poring  lov- 
ingly over  the  police  court 
columns  and  the  births,  mar- 
riages and  deaths,  looking 
among  the  T's  for  "Trotski," 
but  never  did  he  find  Beelze- 
bub's name.  There  was  one 
moment  of  tense  excitement, 
in  the  spring  of  1916,  when 
he  saw  the  name  in  the  birth 
announcements  in  the  Ed- 
monton Bulletin,  but  the 
youngster  was  denoted  in 
brackets  as  (Lemuel  Montmorency — 
both  doing  well)  so  he  was  disap- 
pointed and  his  hopes  were  dashed  to 
the  earth. 

But  the  prodigal  would  return.  Of 
that  he  was  certain.  Always,  in  the 
pasture,  he  had  kept  a  fatted  calf, 
When  Beelzebub  would  return,  in 
rags,  hungry  and  humble,  old  Caspar 
would  kill  the  fatted  calf  and  there 
would  be  a  great  feast.  But  a  suc- 
cession of  about  a  dozen  of  these 
fatted  calves  had  grown  up  and  be- 
come    fatted     cows,     throughout     the 


dreary  years,  and  still  Beelzebub 
had  not  returned.  Old  Caspar  had 
not  been  daunted.  He  made  it  a 
point  to  see  that  there  was  always 
at  least  one  fatted  calf  on  that  farm, 
although  neighbors  were  scandal- 
ized at  his  extravagance. 

"It's  for  Beelzebub,"  he  would 
say,  mildly. 

There  was  a  fatted  calf  in  the 
pasture  now.  It  was  trying  to  eat 
a  small  length  of  barbed  wire  and 
old  Caspar  desisted  from  his  think- 
ing long  enough  to  heave  a  rock  at 
the  animal  to  make  it  stop.  The 
barbed  wire  might  give  the  meat  a 
tinny  flavor  and  Beelzebub  might 
not  like  it. 

As  he  sat  there  in  the  doorway  of 
the  woodshed  a  magnificent  lim- 
ousine turned  down  the  lane  off  the 
main  road  and  came  towards  the 
farmhouse  in  a  cloud  of  dust  and 
hen  feathers.  Old  Caspar  watched 
it  reflectively,  admiring  the  dexter- 
ity of  the  chauffeur  as  the  limousine 
knocked  down  the  barnyard  gate 
and  backed  into  an  apple  tree  with- 
out even  scratching  the  paint.  He 
began  to  figure  up  the  interest  on  a 
mortgage  on  a  car  like  that  when  a 
tall,  well  dressed  gentleman  stepped 
out  and  came  over  to  him. 

"Are  you  Caspar  Trotski?" 
asked  the  gentleman. 

"I  be,"  replied  the  old  farmer. 
It  was  useless  to  deny  it. 

"I  am  your  son  Beelzebub,"  said 
the  gentleman.  "Perhaps  you  re- 
member me?" 

"Well,  ain't  that  funny!"  observ- 
ed Caspar,  wonderingly.  "I  was 
just  thinkin'  about  ye."  He  looked 
at  the  gentleman.  "Ye've  growed 
quite  a  bit.  Got  quite  a  mite  taller, 
ye  have.    And  fatter  too." 

"So  they  tell  me,"  said  Beelze- 
bub.   For  it  was  he. 

"Come  on  in  and  have  something 
to  eat,"  said  Caspar,  his  hospitable  na- 
ture asserting  itself.  "Jonas,"  he  call- 
ed. "Come  out  and  kill  that  there 
fatted  calf  here." 

But  Beelzebub  protested. 

"Oh  no.  Don't  go  to  any  trouble 
for  me.  I  can  only  stay  a  minute  or 
so." 

"Well,  that's  too  bad,"  said  his 
father.    "I'd  been  kind  of  countin'  on 
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/.     The  Pocket  Dealh-ray. 


havin'  ye  stay  for  dinner.  But  what 
have  ye  been  doin'  with  yerself  all 
these  years?" 

"Oh,  I've  got  along.  I've  got 
along,"  answered  his  son.  "I  went 
into  the  meat  packing  business.  Cleaned 
up  a  million  last  year." 

"Why  then — you're  rich,"  ex- 
claimed old  Caspar,  with  that  quick- 
ness in  grasping  the  facts  which  is  so 
characteristic  of  rural  people. 


"Oh  yes.  You  might  call  it  that," 
said  Beelzebub,  airily.  "But  I  came 
out  here  on  business,  dad.  People  tell 
me  you  are  said  to  be  the  best  judge 
of  fatted  calves  in  the  country.  They 
say  you've  been  raising  them  for 
years." 

"Well,  in  a  small  way — ,"  replied 
Caspar,  modestly. 

"Now  as  it  happens,"  went  on 
Beelzebub,  "the  inspector  of  our  calf 
(Continued  on  page  27.) 


16 


rraoMVCH 

Vj^       A  o/ye  ACT  PLAY  Of 


A\ODEBNTAWLYUFE 

>6y  CMS.  G.  SHAW 


Characters 

The  wife. 
The  husband. 
The  other. 
Scene:   the  same  old   family  living- 
room. 

Note — There  are  no  children. 

(As  the  curtain  rises,  the  wife  is 
discovered  sipping  something  illegal 
from  a  tall  tumbler,  and  inhaling  a  cig- 
arette. Suddenly,  the  door  R.  U.  E. 
opens,  and  a  dark  young  man,  in  a 
tan  polo  coat,  enters.) 

The  wife 
George!    You  here! 

George 
Yes. 

The  wife 
What  do  you  mean  by  coming!    If 
Fred  ever  finds  out,  it  will  be  terrible! 


George 
I'm  sick  of  hearing 

The  wife 
George!    Sh-h-h-h-h! 


ibout  Fred. 


you 


may 


George 
Fred!  Fred!   Fred!    That's  a 
talk  about. 

The  wife 
George!     You    mustn't!     Ht 
hear  you. 

George    (louder) 
I  don't  care  if  he  does  hear! 

The  wife 
But  you  must  be  quiet.    Please! 

George    (still    louder) 
Fred !    Fred !    Fred !     To   hear  you 
talk,    anyone   would  think  he  was   the 
only  man  in  the  world. 
The  wife 
George !     Hush ! 

George  (very,  very  loud) 
I   won't.     I'm   here   to   stay   and   I 
don't  care  who  knows  it!    Fred  or  no 
Fred! 

(Enter  Fred,  a  blond  young  man, 
L.  U.  E.) 

Fred 
Did  someone  call  me? 
The  wife 
Why,  Fred! 

Fred  (to  George) 
So  it's  you,  eh?    Well,  what's  the 


idea?  You  left  this  morning  to  be 
away  three  weeks,  and  here  you  are, 
back  again  the  same  night.  Well,  I 
won't  stand  it,  that's  all.  I'll  leave 
this  very  minute.  Even  if  you  are  her 
husband,  there's  no  reason  for  you  to 
be  hanging  around  the  house  all  the 
time.    Good-bye ! 

— John   Torcross. 

G— G— G 

Boobiana 

(Being  a  Collection  of  Certain  State- 
ments Uttered  by  the  Genus  Boobus) 

"I'll   take  a   thousand   shares." 

"It  ought  to  be  good.  The  boot- 
legger said  it  came  straight  from  Scot- 
land." 

"Just  got  a  wonderful  tip  on  the 
Stock  Market." 

"Oh,  I  always  let  the  headwaiter 
order  for  me." 


a     beautiful     com- 


"Hasn't     she 
plexion!" 

"Yes,  I  love  buying  antiques." 

"I'll  bet  he  held  four  of  a  kind — 
he  looked  so  satisfied." 

"Of  course  it  must  be  real.    See  the 
box  it  was  packed  in." 

"Let's  play  roulette." 

"But  I  know  she  loves  me.    She  told 
me  so." 

— Andre  Saville. 
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Mm 

reveller:  "ICs  all  right  my  dear,  I  can  see  you — h'idiri  behind  yourself. 
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{With  apologies  to  William 
Randolph  Hearst) 
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The  Romantic  Story  of  Lizzie  Pinkus,  the  Charming  Ohio   Debutante  Who  Showed 
Europe's  Crowned  Heads  she  was  a  Lady. 


TT  WAS  a  riotous  ball  given  in  honor  of  the 
A  Crown  Prince  of  Scofflau  at  dazzling  Monte 
Carlo.  The  gaiety  was  at  its  height,  rivalling  that 
of  the  famous  Quatre  Arts  Ball  where  even 
nudity  is  discarded.  Everywhere  Kings  and 
Queens  debauched  in  frenzied  revelry.  In  the 
great  hall,  on  the  marble  stairs,  costing  millions 
of  dollars,  and  on  the  moonlit  terraces  the  blue 
bloods  of  decadent  Europe  indulged  in  degener- 
ate orgies.  Scenes  that  would  make  any  red 
blooded  American  turn  purple  with  shame  were 
being  enacted  beneath  the  very  eyes  of  the  stoney 
faced  servants  who  from  time  to  time  plied  the 
loose  moraled  guests  with  absinthe,  vodka  and 
cocaine. 

Suddenly  there  burst  upon  the  disgusting 
scene  a  beautiful  stranger.  It  was  Miss  Lizzie 
Pinkus,  of  Progress,  Ohio,  daughter  of  the  late 
J.  Hinkus  Pinkus,  the  Shoe  Tree  King  and  one 
of  Nature's  Noblemen.  Little  did  the  nobility 
surmise  that  they  were  face  to  face  with  a  simple 
country  lass  who  had  come  clean  from  Chicago. 
From  her  bearing  and  easy  gracious  manner  she 
was  indistinguishable  from  one  of  them.  Freely 
she  mingled  with  the  throng.  Everywhere  the 
question  arose:  "What  Princess  is  that?"  "When 
did  she  come  in?" 

As  soon  as  he  caught  sight  of  her,  Prince 
Caviar,  the  notoriously  licentious  libertine,  arose, 
leaving  a  few  disreputable  duchesses,  and  un- 


steadily approached  her.  Never  had  he  beheld 
such  a  gem  among  the  beauties  of  Paris,  France, 
as  this  modest  maiden  from  the  shores  of  the 
good  old  U.S.A.  As  the  Prince  drew  near  he 
bowed  indecently  low  and  sullied  the  hand  of  the 
American  girl  with  a  kiss.  Now  Miss  Pinkus  had 
been  brought  up  strict  and  never  spoke  to  any- 
one to  whom  she  had  not  first  been  introduced  by 
one  of  the  floor  attendants. 

"Sir!"  she  cried  indignantly,  at  the  same  time 
kicking  him  with  her  satin  slippered  foot  in  a 
dignified  manner,  "how  dare  you  insult  the  hand 
that  has  waved  the  grand  old  Stars  and  Stripes ! 
How  I  wish  this  was  back  in  dear  old  Progress, 
Ohio,  then  I  would  soon  find  someone  to  learn 
you  some  manners !" 

Just. then  a  splendid  specimen  of  manhood 
lept  forward  with  tiger-like  agility  and  with- a 
well-directed  blow  sent  the  princely  puppet 
sprawling. 

"Oh,  who  are  you  ?"  cried  the  girl.  "I  feel  sure 
you  must  be  one  of  my  countrymen !" 

The  young  hero  smiled  modestly  and  revealed 
himself  as  Tony  (Kid)  Smith,  the  pride  of 
Herrin,  111.,  who  had  been  masquerading  as  a 
waiter. 

It  was  the  last  time  that  season  that  any  of 
the  royal  nobility  got  fresh  with  any  of  our  young 
Girlhood. 

— /.  E.  McDougall. 


Meeker  (during  domestic  difference) :  "And,  Alice,  I'd  l-like  you  to  realise  ih-lhat  quite  often  I'm  not 
to  be  trifled  with!" 
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Good  Party 


Somebody  was  kidding  the  waiter.  The  dizzy  blond 
on  the  table  was  kidding  the  waiter.  Have  you  got  any 
roast  sparrow,  Albert?  Have  you  got  any  fricaseed  ape? 
Whatsuse  a  private  room  if  you  can't  order  fancy  dishes? 
The  waiter  was  French.  From  Montreal,  probably. 
Large  family,  probably.  Have  a  drink,  Albert.  Large 
family  proud  their  old  man  was  a  head  waiter.  Beeno's 
family  proud  of  him  too.  Old  man  proud  of  son,  great 
athelete. 

I'm  a  great  athelete,  boys  V  gurls.  Wanna  see  me 
athul? 

Sidown  Beeno,  you're  tight.  That  cushion's  not  a 
pigskin.    Look  out!    There,  I  knew  it. 

The  table  leg  hurt  Beeno's  head.  It  was  aching  but 
he  didn't  feel  it.  S'funny,  hurts  but  you  don't  feel  it. 
Beeno  put  the  round  cushion  under  his  head. 

I'm  a  dreamer,  that's  what  I  am.  Gonna  dream  right 
here.  Dream.  That  dark  girl,  what's  her  name?  Per- 
fect dream.  Perfect  scream.  Things  aren't  always  what 
they  seem. 

Somebody  was  kidding  the  waiter.  Humpy  was 
kidding  the  waiter. 

Albert,  bring  us  in  a  nice  young  pig.  There  he's  gone 
now.    Well,  Happy  Days!    Where's  your  glass,  Beeno? 

Dunno.  Happy  days.  Happy  nights.  Everybody 
happy.    Make  it  good  an'  snappy.    Wow! 


The  blond  has  a  face  like  a  Benda  masque.  Die  for 
a  girl  like  that.  Face  like  roses  in  an  English  garden. 
Burne  Jones.  Rosetti.  Lady  of  Shalott.  Face  full  of 
dreams.  All  misty  and  spiritual.  Got  a  faraway  look. 
Maybe  she's  gonna  pass  out. 

Here's  Albert  with  the  pig! 

They  haven't  cooked  it.  He's  showing  it  to  every- 
body before  it's  cooked. 

Jes'  look  heem  firs',  laidies.  Zen,  zuff!  He  is  get 
roas'  nice  an*  brown. 

The  pig  was  raw  and  disgustingly  naked. 

Beeno  sat  up.  Ugh.  The  pig  was  grinning.  Leering. 
Sneering.  Somebody  put  a  cigarette  in  its  mouth.  Started 
to  singe  its  whiskers.  Foul  smell.  Ugh.  The  pig  had 
an  evil  grin.  Take  it  away.  The  pig  has  a  sinister  leer, 
It  was  leering  at  Beeno.  It  was  leering  at  everybody 
Everybody  was  unconsciously  leering  back  at  it.  Every 
body  was  leering  ?t  Beeno.  Same  leer.  God!  Every 
body  had  a  pig's  face.  The  blond  has  a  pig's  face 
Seven  pig's  faces  leering  at  Beeno. 

Where  y'  goin',  Beeno.    S'matter,  Beeno? 

The  seventh  Poor  hall  was  a  mile  long.  Long  haul. 
Big  load.    Loaded.    Pickled. 

Main  floor,  please. 

Cold  wind.  Off  the  bay.  Drop  in :  end  it  all — Look- 
ing  for  somebody,   dear-ie?     Ugh!     The  pig  was  right 
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behind.  Lights  in  bedroom  windows.  Poor  people  go- 
ing to  bed.  Large  families.  Waiter's  family  going  to 
bed,  maybe.  Proud  of  their  old  man.  Beeno's  family 
proud  of  him  too.    Awful  mess.    Better  go  home. 

'At's  all  right  driver,  keep  change.  Old  man's  got 
plenty.    'Night. 

Slippery  steps  on  the  fraternity  house.  Get  to  bed 
quick.    Grey  suit  on  the  chair. 

Forgot  to  hang  up  trousers.  Ne'mind  now.  Get  to 
bed  quick.  Letter  on  desk  not  finished.  Who  cares? 
Not  gonna  care  anymore.  Ain't  gonna  rain  no  more.  No 
more.  Always  fair  weather  when  good  fell — All's  fair 
in  love  and  war. 

Behold  thou  art  fair,  my  looe,  behold  thou  art  fair. 

Face  like  a  Benda  masque.  Like  a  pig.  Ugh.  Leer. 
Near.    Queer.    Fear. 

*      *      * 

Want  any  breakfast,  Beeno?  Say,  whereinell  were 
you  last  night?    Good  party? 

'Lo,  Bud.    You  betcha.    Hot  stuff,  kid.    Gonna  sleep 


in  till  noon.    What's  for  lunch.      Don't  know  for  sure. 
Think  the  steward's  fixin'  up  some  roast  pork. 
Ugh. 

— /.  E.  McD. 
G— G— G 

Famous  Smokes 


Holy 


Corona-coronas. 
Harry  Wills. 


"I  hear  you  have  left  the  aviation  corps." 
"Yes.     Balloon-tired." 

G— G— G 

Author — "I've  got  an  order  to  write  an  article  of  in- 
terest to  women,  but  I  don't  know  what  subject  to 
choose." 

Friend — "How  about  the  Prince  of  Wales." 
Author — "The  Prince  of  Wales  is  not  a  subject." 


ADVERTISEMENT 


ADVERTISEMENT 


ADVERTISEMENT 


ADVERTISEMENT 


THE  MARVEL  MILKER 

Wound  btf  iketvmd  —no  gas  — 

oil  -  bearings  —  co£s  -  sprockets 

-pinions  —  gears  or  wheels  ff 

Both  stationary  and  immobile! 

Will  milk  the  hardest  milking  cow  with  the  savage 
fury  of  a  steam  dredge  and  the  easiest  milker  with  the 
gentleness  of  a  blanc-mange. 

Send  for  literature  to-day.  Enclose  a  three  cent 
stamp  and  we  will  forward,  by  freight,  life  size  illus- 
trations and  detailed  discription  of  the  "Zephyr  Junior." 

Our  agents  will  instal  a  "Zephyr"  in  your  barnyard 
in  ten  minutes  free  of  charge.  Only  tools  necessary — 
a  crow-bar — canthook  and  a  pair  of  overalls.  Can  be 
anchored  anywhere  and  at  any  height  above  sea  level. 
Works  equally  well  in  "Typhoon,"  "Monsoon"  or 
"Cheenook"  winds.  Will  milk  sixty  cows  an  hour  during 
a  half  gale.  Safe  in  the  hands  of  any  lunatic  you  hap- 
pen to  have  about  the  place.  Allow  us  to  prove  its  un- 
impeachable qualities  by  installing  one  in  your  barn- 
yard.   Price  complete  with  3  barrels  of  cement,  $12.50. 

Zephyr  Products 

BIRDSEYE  JUNCTION 

Ontario 


"George!    What  IS  (he  matter?" 
"Well,   darling,    the  instruction   book  says  you  cant  go   from  high  gear  to  reverse  without  entirely  wrecking  the  car, 
but  I  did  it!" 


What  a  Difference  Just  a  Few 
Months  Make! 

ACT  I. 

Scene:    A  street  corner. 
Dramatis  personae:    A  man. 

A  woman. 
Enter  the  man.    The  man  does  about  as  follows: 

Takes  out  his  watch  and  discovers  he  is  five  minutes 
early. 

Steps  into  nearby  store  and  buys  five  pound  box 
of  candies. 

Regards  himself  in  store  window. 

Contrives  to  place  his  hat  at  a  rakish  angle. 

Tries  it  on  the  other  side. 

Takes  hat  off  and  smooths  ribbon. 

Puts  it  on  back  to  front. 

Contrives  to  adjust  scarf  so  as  to  hide  spot. 

Rushes  off  for  a  quick  shoe  shine. 

Discovers  frayed  trouser  cuff. 


Regards  trouser  cuff  for  two  minutes  with  appre- 
hension. 
Stands  looking  into  the  store  window. 
Discovers  window  full  of  lingerie;  retires  in  con- 
fusion. 
Ponders  suitable  opening  phrase. 
Decides  on,   "Ah,  my   wonder-girl,   for  days   I've 
been  waiting  for  this  moment!" 
Enter  the  woman: 

The  man:    H'lo,  Maude. 
The  woman:    H'lo,  Jack. 
Curtain 
ACT  II. 
The  same  man,  woman  and  corner  one  year  later. 
Enter  the  woman: 

Discovers  she  is  half  an  hour  late. 
Regards  lingerie  in  window. 
Steps  inside. 
Enter  the  man: 

Discovers  he  is  only  forty-five  minutes  late. 
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Decides  he  has  just  time  for  a  glass 

of  beer  at  Tony's. 
Exit  eagerly. 
Curtain   lowers   to   denote   passing    of 

one  hour. 
Re-enter  man  and  woman  from  differ- 
ent sides. 
Both:     I   was  here  two  hours  ago. 
How  long  do  you  expect  me  to  wait? 


He:    You've  been  bargain-fighting. 

She:  If  you  were  making  a  decent 
salary  I  wouldn't  have  to. 

He:    IsZATso 

A  lavender  curtain  decorated  with 
winged  cupids  bearing  festoons  of 
roses  slowly  lowers  on  the  peaceful 
scene.  — Alden  Daniels. 


Earnest  young  man  (to  friend  of  college  days):    "Do  any  reading  these 
days?" 

Friend:    "Yes,  quite  a  lot." 

Young  man:    "What  do  you  read?" 

Friend:    "Menus,  mostly!" 


A  Study  in  Early  Morning 
Cheerfulness 

Scene:  the  smoking  car  on  the  7.48. 

Characters:   Guff  and  Duff. 

(Both      discover,      simultaneously, 

that  they  are  seated  next  to  each  other, 

and    immediately    assume    an    air    of 

gaiety  that  neither,  in  the  least,  feels). 

Guff 
Hello,  there! 

Duff 
Oh,  hello!       n   a 

Liuif 
Looks  like  rain. 

Duff 
Yep.    Due  for  a  little  rain. 

Guff 
Oh,  well.    It  won't  hurt. 

Duff 
Nope.    Ought  to  freshen  things  up. 

Guff 
Played  any  bridge  lately? 

Duff 
Not  much  lately. 

Guff 
That  so?  Duff 

Nope.    Don't  seem  to  get  any  time 
for    bridge,    any    more. 
Guff 
I  know  how  it  is.    See  anything  of 

Fred?  Duff 

Nope.      Don't    know    what's    hap- 
pened to  Fred.    Ever  see  Harry? 
Guff 

Haven't  set  eyes  on  Harry  for  ever 


The  Bore  (at  I  a.m.):    "I  heard  a  ghost  story  the  other  night.    By  jooe, 
it  did  make  me  start!" 

She:    "I  wish  I  knew  it!" 


so  long. 

Duff 

Nice 

fellow — Harry. 

Guff 

Yep, 

Harry's  a  fine  fellow. 

Duff 

Have 

a  cigar? 

Guff 

No, 

thanks.     Cut    'em    out    for    a 

while. 

Duff 

That 

so? 

Guff 

Yep. 

Feel  better  without  'em. 

(There  is  a  prolonged  silence). 

Guff 

(looking  out   of   window) 

Certainly   looks   like   rain. 

Duff 

Yep. 

Due  for  a  little  rain. 

(Anc 

ther   dead   silence   follows) 

Both 

(thinking    to    themselves) — • 

Gee!  but  this  fellow's  an  awful  boob! 

(There  is  no  more  conversation). 

— Charles  G.  Shaw. 
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A  Canadian  Cross  Word  Puzzle 

By  Charles  W.  Stsk.cs 


IT  IS  very  difficult  to  compose  a  real 
Canadian  crossword  puzzle,  ow- 
ing to  the  lack  of  a  Canadian  dic- 
tionary. Think  of  it — this  great  country 
using  as  many  words  per  capita  per 
annum  as  any  country  in  the  world 
(and  possibly  more)  absolutely  de- 
pendent upon  English  and  American 
dictionaries!  How  can  we  ever  hope 
to  develop  a  characteristic  Canadian 
language  or  a  native  Canadian  culture 
if  we  have  to  use  other  countries' 
words  ? 

The  only  thing  we  can  do  is  to 
frame  our  puzzle  around  strictly  Can- 
adian national  subjects — which  we 
hereby  do. 

Horizontal 
1 .   The  Halibut  Treaty. 
5.   When  is  annexation  talk  not  an- 
nexation talk? 
11.   Synonym    for   Hon.    W.    L.    M. 
King. 

1 3.  Synonym  for  Ontario  Temper- 
ance Act. 

1 4.  How  many  banks  are  still  not 
"merged"  with  the  Bank  of 
Montreal? 

15.  Where  Home  Bank  directors  go. 

I  6.  Two  reasons  for  opposing  the  em- 
bargo on  pulp. 

1 9.  Another  name  for  the  I.  O.  D.  E. 

20.  What  famous  author  is  not  a 
member  of  the  Canadian  Authors' 
Association? 

21.  And  why? 

24.  Church  Union. 

25.  Henri  Bourassa  at  an  Orange 
banquet. 

27.  Who  would  like  to  see  Canada 
part  of  the  United  States? 

29.   Origin   of   name     "Crow's     Nest 

Pass." 
33.   To    what    country    does    Ottawa 

belong? 

36.  "For  Revenue  Only." 

37.  Local  Saskatchewan  colloquial- 
ism for  "parallelepidon." 
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38.  Name  another  outstanding  na- 
tional figure  besides  Tommy 
Church. 

39.  Why  Canadians  emigrate  to  the 
U.  S. 

21.  Shorter  word  for  "hot  air." 

22.  A  bootlegger's  views  (in  French) 
on  the  need  for  more  and  better 
immigration. 

26.  State  the  value  (in  marks)  of  one 
million   Rouyn   gold   mine  shares. 

28.   Kiwanis  Clubs. 

32.  The  usual  Montreal  opinion  of 
Toronto. 

33.  Name  of  a  battle  in  which  the 
Canadian  Navy  took  part. 

34.  Is  Mr.  Raney  a  busybody? 
42.   Station  BLAH. 

46.  U.  E.  L.  opinion  of  U.  F.  O. 

47.  What  the  Maritime  Provinces 
think  of  the  proposed  St.  Law- 
rence canal    scheme. 

Vertical 

1.  Why  is  a  (or  the)  Hydro? 

2.  Real   value   of     Montreal    Light, 
Heat  and   Power  shares. 


3.    Real  leader  of  present  Conserva- 
tive party. 

7.  Affectionate      abbreviation      for 
"Grit." 

8.  What  are  the  "Pillars  of  Western 
Canada?" 

9.  A  yellow  newspaper. 

10.   Hon.  Peter  Smith's  historic  joke. 

12.  A  product  of  which  we  have  90 
per  cent,  of  the  world's  supply, 
yet  which  we  don't  manufacture. 

1  8.  Why  we  import  coal  when  we  are 
supposed  to  have  I  5  per  cent,  of 
the  world's  supply.  (This  is  dif- 
ficult.) 

We  think,  after  all,  that  we  have 
struck  a  distinctively  Canadian  note 
in  the  above.  If  the  cross-words  don't 
"cross"  properly,  never  mind;  just 
leave  the  squares  blank  to  express  your 
sturdy  contempt  for  the  hide-bound 
traditions  imposed  by  the  culture  of 
alien  countries.  The  cross-word,  after 
all,  was  not  invented  by  a  Canadian, 
and  if  we  are  compelled  to  adopt  it 
into  our  civilization,  we  are  surely  not 
prevented  from  introducing  Canadian 
rules  of  play. 
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Julius  Caesar  didn't  take  a  haircut  for  ten  years." 
"I  didn't  know  he  was  eccentric." 
"He  wasn't,  he  was  bald." 

— N.  Y.  Mercury. 
G— G— G 

"Howcome  yo'  calls  yo'  auto  'Dice,'  Sam?" 
"I  calls  her  'Dice,'  boy,  'cause  she  shakes,  rattles  and  rolls." 
— North  Carolina  Buccaneer. 
G— G— G 

Striking  a  Balance 

A  certain  canny  Scotsman  had  carried  on  a  courtship  of  long 
duration  without  definitely  committing  himself.  The  girl,  if  she 
worried  herself  at  the  long  probation,  gave  no  sign  until  one 
morning  her  tardy  lover,  thumbing  a  small  notebook,  said: 
"Maggie,  I  ha'e  been  weighing  up  your  guid  points,  and  I  ha'e 
already  got  to  ten.  When  I  get  a  dozen  I'm  goin'  tae  ask  ye 
the  fatal  question." 

"Weel,  I  wish  ye  luck,  Jock,"  answered  the  maiden.  "I 
ha'e  also  gotten  a  wee  book,  and  I've  been  puttin'  doon  your 
bad  points.  There  are  nineteen  in  it  already,  and  when  it 
reaches  the  score  I'm  goin'  tae  accept  the  blacksmith!" 

—  Western  Advocate. 
G— G— G 
Common  Knowledge 

Brown:  "You  certainly  talk  terrible  slang.  You  ought  to 
go  to  London  and  learn  the  King's  English." 

Green:    "Oh,  I  know  he's  English."  — Kansas  Owl. 


Hubby  (driving  the  car): 
front  with  me." 

Wife  (seated  in  tonneau)  : 
know  we  are  married?" 


An  Entrance  Examination.  — Widow. 

G— G— G 

I  wish  you  would  sit  up  here  in 

'Are  you  ashamed  to  let  people 

— Royal  Gaboon. 


G— G— G 


Minister's    Wife:     "Wake   up 
house." 

Minister:    "Well,  what  of  it? 
take  themselves." 

G— G- 


There   are 
Let 


burgh 


the 


hem   find  out  their  mis- 
—  Yellow   Jacket. 


for  the  Knight  is  Coming 


-Widow. 


Legerdemain ! 

Ho  Tin — "That's  a  swell  shirt  you  have  on.  How 
many  yards  does  it  take  to  make  a  shirt  like  that?" 

Bo  Can — "I  got  three  shirts  out  of  one  yard  last 
night."  — Nebraska  Awgwan. 

G— G— G 

"Remember  the  old  days  when  we  used  to  paint  up 
the  town?" 

"Yep" — "And  now  they  use  water  colors." 

— Froth. 
G— G— G 

Instructor   (in  debating) — "What  happens  when  you 
stretch  a  point  in  an  argument?" 
Student — "It  becomes  a  line." 
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THE  ILLITERATE  DIGEST.  By  Will  Rogers.  New 
York:  Charles  Boni  and  Company,  publishers,  $2.00. 

Mr.  Will  Rogers  of  Los  Angeles  and  New  York,  has  written 
a  book.  As  is  well  known,  Mr.  Rogers'  activities  are  very  varied 
in  their  scope,  ranging  from  cracking  jokes  on  the  stage  of  the 
New  Amsterdam  Theatre  to  playing  polo  with  the  Prince  of 
Wales,  and  including  broncho-busting  and  afternoon  speaking. 
"The  Illiterate  Digest"  is  not,  strictly  speaking,  a  great  work, 
being,  as  it  is,  a  collection  of  more  or  less  topical  newspaper 
articles  which  have  appeared  from  time  to  time  in  the  so-called 
public  prints  during  the  last  two  or  three  years.  Its  English, 
too,  rather  smacks  of  the  great  open  spaces,  where  men  are  men 
and  Bull  Durham  is  the  best-known  tobacco.  Nevertheless, 
for  casual  reading,  it  is  extremely  entertaining,  and  is  especially 
adapted  to  the  relaxation  of  the  tired  business  men  who  are  tired 
from  reading  the  work  of  our  more  serious  younger  literati. 

THE  DIVINE  LADY.  By  E.  Barrington.  Toronto: 
McClelland  and  Stewart,  publishers.    $2.00. 

It  is  generally  supposed  that  E.  Barrington  is  the  nom-de- 
plume  under  which  a  well-known  Canadian  lady  writes  her 
novels.  If  this  is  so,  Canada  has  need  to  be  proud  of  a  par- 
ticularly bright  star  in  her  not  over-crowded  literary  firmament, 
for  "The  Divine  Lady"  is,  like  the  author's  former  book,  "The 
Chaste  Diana,"  of  the  first  order.  This  study  of  Lady  Hamil- 
ton is  sympathetic  without  being  mawkish,  and  sentimental  with- 
out being  sugary.  It  is  a  piece  of  particularly  strong  conception 
and  particularly  good  writing.  Miss  Barrington's  field,  that  of 
the  semi-historical  novel,  and  her  subject,  that  of  the  love  story 
of  Lord  Nelson  and  Lady  Hamilton,  have  not  been  by  any 
means  neglected  by  other  writers,  but  the  author  of  "The  Divine 
Lady"  has  made  a  valuable  addition  to  the  list  of  similar  works 
which  have  appeared  before. 

THE  THUNDERING  HERD.  By  Zane  Grey.  Harper 
and  Brothers.    $2.00. 

Zane  Grey,  Semper  Idem! 

THESE  BARREN  LEAVES.  By  Aldous  Huxley.  New 
York:  George  H.  Doran,  publisher.    $2.50. 

The  title,  "These  Barren  Leaves,"  may  well  describe  this 
latest  book  from  the  pen  of  Aldous  Huxley.  It  is  clever,  it  is 
brilliant,  but  it  is  disappointing.  It  leads  nowhere,  and  we 
close  it  with  a  sense  of  frustration.  The  scene  is  laid  at  a  house- 
party  at  the  castle  of  Vezza  on  the  Italian  Riviera.  Here  are 
gathered  a  woman  writer,  a  bearded  Socialist,  a  poet,  a  wealthy 
lord,  an  amorous  youth,  and  the  aged  Mr.  Cardan,  who  alone 
has  a  convincing  personality.  They  talk  in  epigrams,  they  ana- 
lyze themselves,  they  have  an  agitated  and  false  motion  like 
marionettes  at  the  end  of  a  string.  The  whole  thing  is  a 
satire  on  a  modern  soulless  set  of  people,  and  it  reveals  only  too 
clearly  Mr.   Huxley's  contempt  for  ideals. 


Little  Shop  'Round  the  Corner 

1184  Bay  Street 

An  interesting  Lending  Library. 

Books   for  sale. 

Gifts  of  all  kinds. 

Cards    for    birthdays    and    other 

days. 
On    Bay    Street,    south    of    Bloor, 
and  just  around  the  corner  from 
Ashley  &  Crippeiu 


THE  INEVITABLE  MILLIONAIRES.  By  E.  Phillips 
Oppenheim.  Boston:  Little  Brown  and  Company,  publishers. 
$2.00. 

The  title  does  not  necessarily  refer  to  the  E.  Phillips  Oppen- 
heim school  of  authors. 

WEBER  AND  FIELDS.  By  Felix  Isman.  New  York: 
Boni  and  Liveright,  publishers. 

This  interesting  document  which  ran  serially  in  the  Satur- 
day Evening  Post,  recounts  the  adventures  of  the  two  men 
whose  names  drew  more  money  into  the  box  office  than  any 
other  theatrical  duo  in  the  history  of  the  stage.  Whether  you 
are  interested  in  theatrical  people  or  not,  you  will  be  amused  by 
Mr.  Isman's  account  of  the  vagabond  happy-go-lucky  existence 
which  they  led  prior  to  the  time  they  were  approved  by  metro- 
politan audiences. 

CHEZ  NOUS.  By  Adjuter  Rivard.  Toronto:  McClelland 
and  Stewart,  publishers. 

It  is  an  Anglo-Saxon  characteristic  to  believe  that  other  ways 
of  life  are  inferior  to  Anglo-Saxon  ways.  In  Canada  the  un- 
fortunate antagonism  which  exists  between  French  Canada  and 
English  Canada  has  prevented  the  latter  from  appreciating  the 
people  with  whom,  so  to  speak,  they  are  joint  proprietors  of 
their  dwelling-place.  Such  books  as  "Chez  Nous"  have  more 
than  a  literary  value  in  this  country  as  they  tend  to  develop 
understanding  of  the  French  on  the  part  of  the  English. 

The  twenty-one  sketches  contained  in  this  book  are  uncon- 
nected except  by  the  peculiar  quality  of  the  style  in  which  they 
are  written  and  the  particular  atmosphere  of  old  Quebec  which 
they  create.  They  are  sketches  of  a  contented,  prosperous, 
cheerful  and  simple  people,  who  are  independent  and  self- 
respecting.  The  views,  ideas  and  attitudes  of  mind  are  alien 
to  the  Anglo-Saxon  reader  of  the  book;  even  in  its  English 
translation,  it  smacks  strongly  of  the  soil  from  which  its  author 
and  its  characters  are  sprung. 

Very  effective  are  the  black-and-white  illustrations  by  Mr. 
A.  Y.  Jackson,  which  seem  to  interpret  the  very  spirit  of  the 
book. 
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WeVe  won  millions 


to  this  unique  shaving  cream;  please  try  it: 
5  new  joys  await  you 


delights 

Five  remarkable  results 

1 


Multiplies  itself  in  lather 
250  times. 


Softens  the  beard  in  one 
minute. 


GENTLEMEN: 

PALMOLIVE   Shaving   Cream   is   a   na- 
tional  sensation.     Men   have   flocked 
to  it  by  the  millions. 

80  per  cent,  of  its  users  once  were 
wedded  to  other  shaving  creams.  Only 
outstanding  and  superlative  advantages 
could  have  won  them  over — men  don't 
shift  without  reason. 


t  s     creamy 
minutes    on 


Maintains 
fullness    10 
the   face. 


Strong  bubbles  hold  the 
hairs    erect    for    cutting. 

Fine  after-effects,  due 
to  palm  and  olive  oil 
content. 


60  years  of  mastery 
We  are  experts  in  soap-making,  as  you 
know.  For  60  years  we  have  been  im- 
proving soap.  We  started  by  winning  the 
world  to  Palmolive  toilet  soap.  Then 
worked  to  do  the  same  in  a  shaving  cream. 
We  asked  1 ,000  men  what  they  most 
desired  in  shaving  lather.  They  named 
four  supreme  requirements.  We  met  them 
fully,  then  added  a  fifth,  strong  bubbles, 
a  new  delight  unheard  of  before.  We 
spent    1 8    months    in    modern    laboratory 


work.     1  30  formulas  were  discarded  be- 
fore we  found  the  right  one. 

Then  we  offered  men  a  test.  And  that 
test  changed  the  shaving  cream  situation; 
made  a  new  leader  in  the  field. 

Find  out — please 
Palmolive  Shaving  Cream  may  or  may  not 
meet  your  ideals.    We  believe  though   it 
will  multiply  your  present  ideals  by  five. 

So  in  fairness  both  to  you  and  us,  won't 
you  put  your  present  cream  aside  a  few 
days  and  give  Palmolive  Shaving  Cream 
a  trial?    Simply  mail  the  coupon. 

We'll  thank  you  for  the  courtesy,  and 
you'll  thank  us,  we  believe,  for  the  new 
conception  of  shaving  comfort  that  it 
brings. 


PALMOLIVE 
SHAVING  CREAM 


Made  in  Canada 


10      SHAVES       FREE 

Simply    insert   your   name   and    address 
and  mail  to  Dept.  B953. 

The  Palmolive  Company  of  Canada,  Limited 
Toronto,   Ont. 
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Unusual  Values 


$3.00 
Absolutely  Guaranteed. 


MOGUL 
A  bristle  brush  of  splen- 
did   quality.       Good    for 
use   with    mug,   stick    or 

$1.25 


RAJAH 

Particularly  built  for  the 
man  who  uses  a  shaving 
stick,  but  equally  efficient 
with  soap  or  cream. 
Unusual  value  at 
$1.50 


ST.  JOHN,  N.B 


Ask  for  the, 
by  name. 


(  SET    IN     FEUBBEFO 

father  ^rushes 


Sold  at  all 
good  stores. 


The  Light  of  Her  Life 

Lunar:  "Liz,  how  duz  yuh  lak 
mah  new  gold  tooth?" 

Eclipse:  "Honey,  when  yuh  smiles, 
Ah  thinks  Phoebus  Apollo  has  done 
riz  f'um  chaos." 

— Lampoon. 
G— <i— G 

Wife:     "Did   you  notice   the  chin- 
chilla   coat   on   the   woman   sitting    in 
front  of  us  at  church  this  morning?" 
Husband:    "Er — no.  Afraid  I  was 
dozing  most  of  the  time." 

Wife:  "Urn!  A  lot  of  good  the 
service  did  you." 

— Freeman's  Journal,   Dublin. 
G— G— G 

If  prohibition  weren't  such  a  joke 
there  wouldn't  be  so  many  jokes  about 
it. — Dodo. 


"All    that    I    have,    I    owe    to    that 
woman." 

"Your  wife?" 
"No,  my  landlady." 

— Moonshine. 


Rah,  Rah!— It's  All  Bunk 

I'm  a  rollicking,  frolicing  college  boy, 

I  haven't  a  single  care; 
My  dad  pays  all  my  social  bills, 

And  buys  the  clothes  I  wear. 

By  the  girls,  I  own,  I  am  well  known, 

I'm  prize  of  all  the  sheiks, 
And  I  must  admit  that  this  is  it — 

I'm  king  of  all  the  Greeks. 

I  never  have  a  worry, 

By  cares  I'm  never  sunk; 
Oh,  may  God  pity  you,  my  dear. 
If  you  believe  this  bunk. 

— Dirge. 
G— G— G 

"Where's  the  proprietor  of  the 
restaurant?" 

"He's  gone  out  to  lunch,  sir." 

— Pelican. 
G— G— G 

"My  dear,"  called  his  wife  from 
the  next  room,  "what  are  you  opening 
that  can  with?" 

Hubby — With  a  can-opener;  what 
do  you  suppose? 

Wife — I  thought  from  the  remarks 
that  you  were  opening  it  with  a  prayer. 
— Dirge. 
G— G— G 

Wife:  "Has  the  professor  had  his 
coffee?" 

Maid:  "I  don't  know,  ma'am." 

"Ask  the  professor!" 

"I  have,  but  he  doesn't  know 
either." — Passing  Show  (London.) 

G— G— G 

Critic:  "I  strongly  urge  that  the 
hero  shoots  himself  in  the  last  act  in- 
stead of  taking  poison!" 

Author:   "Why?" 

Critic:  "It  will  serve  to  awaken  the 
audience  and  let  them  know  the  play 
is   over!" 

— Vikingen,  Christiania. 


THE  DIET  KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 


72  and  80  West  Bloor  St. 


Tel.  R.  4382 


BREAKFAST 
AFTERNOON  TEA 


LUNCHEON 
DINNER 


Sunday  night  supper  will  be  served 
in  Annex  until  9.30 
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The  Prodigal 

(Continued  from  page  15.) 
department  died  last  week  and  we  need 
a  man  to  take  his  place.     How  does 
it  strike  you?   The  job's  worth  $5,000 
a  year." 

Old  Caspar  scratched  his  head. 

"No,"  he  said,  finally.  "I'd  just 
as  soon  stay  on  the  farm." 

"They  tell  me  you've  been  raising 
fatted  calves  for  over  thirty  years. 
Now's  your  chance  to  cash  in  on  the 
experience,"   urged  his  son. 

"No." 

Old  Caspar  turned  away. 

"All  right.  Suit  yourself,"  said 
Beelzebub.  "Well,  I  must  be  going, 
dad.  I'm  fearfully  busy  these  days. 
Sorry  you  won't  take  the  job.  So 
long." 

And  Beelzebub  leaped  back  into 
the  limousine;  the  chauffeur  backed 
the  car  around  so  quickly  that  old 
Caspar  had  to  make  a  standing  broad 
jump  of  thirteen  feet  to  save  his  neck; 
the  limousine  sped  away. 

"Will  I  kill  that  calf?"  asked 
Jonas,  who  had  been  hunting  all  over 
the  kitchen  for  the  butcher  knife  and, 
not  finding  it,  had  compromised  on 
the  can  opener. 

"No,"  replied  the  old  man,  sitting 
down  in  the  doorway  again.  "Take  it 
to  town  and  sell  it.  I  ain't  going  to 
raise  no  more." 

He  stared   moodily   at   the   ground. 

He  knew  he  was  not  going  to  live 
very  long. 

Beelzebub's  failure  to  live  up  to 
standard  specifications  as  a  prodigal 
son  had  broken  his  heart. 

Somehow,  it  didn't  seem  right. 

So  he  sat  there  in  the  doorway .... 
thinking ....  thinking .... 
G— G— G 

"That  tie's  too  loud!" 

"Oh,  well,  I'll  put  on  a  muffler!" 
— Pointer. 
G— G— G 

Many  a  man,  before  he  should 
Has  gone  to  his  sarcophagus 
By  pouring  booze,  reputed  good 
Adown  his  dry  esophagus. 

— Brown  Jug. 
G— G— G 

Wife:  "I  have  a  confession)  \X> 
make." 

Indulgent  Husband:  "Wait!  Sell 
it  to  one  of  those  magazines  and  buy 
yourself  some  pretties." 

— Judge. 


For 

Particular 

People" 


In  the  best  homes, — at 
high-class  restaurants 
and  hotels, — wherever 
a  discriminating  taste  in- 
fluences the  effort  to  se- 
cure the  utmost  in  fla- 
vor, fragrance,  purity 
and  strength  of  blend — 
there  will  you  find  Salada 
Tea  served  as  the  recog- 
nized choice  of  particu- 
lar people. 


"SALADA" 


"I  have  never  had  any  desire  to  ac- 
cumulate wealth  simply  for  wealth's 
sake." — Mr.  James  B.   Duke. 

Oh,  money  is  a  dreadful  curse; 
I  like  it. 

It   makes  you   sell   your   prose   and 
verse ; 
I  like  it. 

It's  tainted  with  the  devil's  touch; 

It  gives  you  illness,  woe,  and  such; 

I'd  like  to  have  ten  times  as  much! 
I  like  it. 
— F.  P.  A.  in  N.  Y.   World. 
G— G— G 
The  Confessions  of  a  Sight  Seer 

I  have  visited  as  many  as  seven  dif- 
ferent museums  in  a  single  afternoon, 
and  remember  not  an  object  in  any  of 
them.  I  make  a  habit  of  immediately 
falling  asleep  when  setting  out  upon  a 
sight-seeing  expedition. 

The  most  interesting  sights  I  have 
ever  beheld  have  invariably  been  those 
of  the  passing  moment.  On  the  other 
hand,  sights  planned  for  my  benefit 
leave  me  wholly  unmoved. 

I  am  not  in  the  least  interested  as 
to  who  lives  in  such  and  such  a  house, 
or  who  possesses  this  and  that  piece  of 
property.  If  it  is  a  beautiful  thing, 
who  its  owner  may  be  makes  not  the 
slightest  difference;  if  it  is  not  a  beau- 
tiful thing,  I  do  not  wish  to  see  it. 

Some  of  the  most  effective  sights 
I  have  ever  viewed  have  been  largely 
due  to  the  particular  night,  the  brand 
of  chartreuse,  the  cigar  I  was  puffing, 
the  strain  of  music  that  filtered  through 
the  trees,  the  little  brunette  that  smiled 
at  me.  — Andre  Saville. 


Guest   (examining  silver) — Tudor? 
Host — No,  Statler. 

— Cornell  Widow. 


Aspirin 


Say  "Bayer"- Genuine! 


Genuine  "Bayer  Tablets  of  Aspirin" 
have  been  proved  safe  by  millions  and 
prescribed  by  physicians  over  twenty- 
three  years  for  Colds  and  grippe  misery. 
Handy  boxes  of  twelve  tablets  cost  only 
few  cents  at  any  drug  store.  Each  pack- 
age contains  proven  directions  for  Colds 
and  tells  how  to  prepare  an  Aspirin 
gargle  for  sore  throat  and  tonsilitis. 
Aspirin  is  the  trade  mark  (registered  in 
Canada)  of  Bayer  Manufacture  of  Mono- 
aceticacidester  of  Salicylicacid.  While 
it  is  well  known  that  Aspirin  means 
Bayer  manufacture,  to  assist  the  public 
against  imitations,  the  Tablets  of  Bayer 
Company  will  be  stamped  with  their 
general  trade  mark,  the  "Bayer  Cross." 


J.s 


This  is  no 
Joke! 


The  man 


angry. 


Most  people  are  jokes  when  they  are 
angry — yes,  but  few  people  ever  look 
in  a  mirror  when  in  a  temper,  so  they 
fail  to  see  the  humor  in  the  situation. 

The  dinner  dishes  are  stacked  in  the 
sink,  and  the  lady  parked  under  the 
lamp  refuses  to  sign  off  her  equity  in 
her  husband's  copy  of  True  Story 
Magazine. 

Mr.  "A"  must  amuse  himself  work- 
ing cross-eyed  puzzles  or  "listen  in." 
And  when  True  Story  is  just  off  the 
press  the  air  is  full  of  things  he  wants 
to  miss. 

When  you  get  True  Story  the  only 
thing  to  do  is  to  sit  on  it  until  you  have 
an  opportunity  to  read  it.  Otherwise 
someone  is  sure  to  purloin  it,  and  defer 
repayment  until  thirty  days  after  date. 
(Purloiner  will  buy  a  copy  next  month, 
of  course,  but  that  will  be  small  con- 
solation to  purloinee.) 

More  copies  of  True  Story  are  stolen 
each  month  than  most  other  magazines 
print — evidence  of  the  fact  that  True 
Story  is  the  most  popular  magazine  on 
the  news  stands. 

If  you  can't  steal  a  copy,  buy  one. 
The  February  number  is  now  on  sale. 
If  you  want  a  copy  go  right  out  and 
get  it.  To  miss  it  is  more  disastrous 
than  missing  a  train.  Trains  run  every 
hour  or  so.  If  you  miss  True  Story 
you'll  have  to  wait  a  whole  month  for 
another.  The  news  stands  are  always 
sold  out  of  True  Story  soon  after  the 
magazine  goes  on  sale. 


Although  many  men  have  started 
in  with  nothing  but  a  shoe  string  we 
think  suspenders  are  safer. 

— Pelican. 

G— G— G 

"The  Comtesse  wore  a  light 

gray  crepe  frock  with  a  curious  'fish- 
tail' panel  in  the  back,  and  a  broad 
gray  hat  with  a  brim  on  the  sides  and 

front     only.      The     Princesse     , 

whose  horse  had  won  one  of  the  big 
races  of  the  week,  wore  a  delightful 
smile." 

— Fashion   Paper. 

A  tacit  but  crushing  rebuke  to  her 
overdressed  friend. 

—Punch. 
G— G— G 
"Is  this  a  picture  of  your  fiance?" 
"Yes." 
"She  must  be  very  wealthy." 

Dodo. 

G— G— G 

"Has  Meyer  changed  much  in  the 
years  he  has  been  away?" 

"No,  but  he  thinks  he  has." 

"How  so?" 

"Why,  he  is  always  talking  about 
what  a  fool  he  used  to  be!" 

— Naaels  Luslige  Welt,  Berlin. 


Goblin 

"Did  you  hear  about  Johnson  ab- 
sconding with  all  the  insurance  com- 
pany's funds,  and  taking  Smith's  wife 
with  him?" 

"Good  heavens,  no!    Who'll  teach 

the  Sunday  School  lesson  tomorrow?" 

— Yellow  Jacket. 

G— G— G 

Dr.  Drone  (in  dental  lecture) — 
"We  are  now  studying  a  terrible  lung 
disease.  It  often  chokes  its  victims  to 
death.  Now  I  want  you  all  to  follow 
me  closely,  so  that  all  of  you  can 
get  it." 

— Wampus. 
G— G— G 

"How's  your  baby  boy  getting  on?" 
"He'll  make  a  fine  student!" 
"However  can  you  tell  that?" 
"He  sleeps  all  day  and  makes  the 
aeuce  of  a  rumpus  at  night!" 

— Nebelspalter,  Zurich. 

G— G— G 

Judge:  "Are  you  trying  to  show 
contempt  for  the  court?" 

Prisoner:  "No,  I'm  trying  to  con- 
ceal it."  — Yellow  Jacket. 

G— G— G 

"My   fortune  is  my   intellect!" 
"Ah,  well!    Poverty  isn't  a  crime!" 
— Der  Brummer,   Berlin. 


Hostess:    "Oh  gracious,  I'm  afraid  youve  had  a  bad  oyster." 
Timid  Guest  (feebly) :  "Oh  no,  not  at  all,  thank  you.     Parts  of    it    Were 
excellent." 

,.  .     ,  — Lampoon. 
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First  Bright  Young  Man:  Better? 
Second  Bright  Young  Man:  Yes'n'  Bigger! 


Goblin  Will  Be  Bigger! 


THE  Enterprising  ^Young  Bondsalesman  and  the  Undeveloped  Under- 
graduate so  faithfully  depicted  above  are  right.  Beginning  with  the 
next  issue,  Canada's  National  Harbinger  of  Joy  will  be  greatly  increased 
in  size.  The  extra  pages  are  being  added  at  the  earnest  entreaties  of  thou- 
sands of  our  readers  who  claim  they  have  split  their  sides  over  the  issues 
to  date.  This  new  arrangement  is  intended  to  enable  them  to  get  a  stitch 
in  them. 


Owing  to  the  present  strong  chiro- 
practic competition  the  price  of 
this  surgical  operation  will  be  twen- 
ty-five cents  a  call  to  rich  and 
poor.  1  year:  $3.00.  2  years:  $5.00. 
ALSO:   In  order  to  keep  in  ad- 


vance of  the  times  the  next  issue 
will  be  called  the  April  number  and 
will  appear  on  the  27th  of  Feb- 
ruary, weather  permitting.  Sub- 
scriptions will  be  advanced 
one  month. 


The  new  GOBLIN  marks  another  milestone  on  the  highway  of  Can- 
adian journalism.  That  it  has  become  possible  is  a  strong  commenda- 
tion of  GOBLIN'S  programme,  to  give  to  Canada  a  National  Humor- 
ous Magazine  that  shall  hold  its  place  among  publications  of  its  type 
the  world  over. 


GOBLIN  MAGAZINE 
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AMD    qRE.E/7.       7HEyRf      A$    QOtER    WOOAr- 

-\^9    BinBof)    45  tveR    wcVe    seEV 
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There's 
something 
about  them 
you'll 

like" 


MM    Herbert     . 

Tareyton 

London  Cigarettes 


and  for  your  pipe 

LOMDON 

SMOKING 
MIXTURE 

there's  something  about  tt  you'll  like' 


I'll  take  those." 

one     pair     be 

— Punch. 
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The  saddest  Christmas  carol  is  the  one  about  the  man  who 
has  palsy  and  has  been  trying  to  shake  it  off  for  eight  years. 

— Lampoon. 
G— G— G 

The  Old  Game 

As  Eve  remarked  to  Adam,  "You're  so  original." 

— The  Record. 
G— G— G 

Judge — "Are  you  sure  he  was  drunk?" 
Minion  of  the  law — "Well,  his  wife  says  he  brought  home  a 
man-hole  cover  and  tried  to  play  it  on  the  phonograph." 

— The  Parrakeel. 
G— G— G 

Shop  Assistant — "There's  a  good  strong  pair  that  will  last 
you  forever." 

Customer — "That's  the  sort  of  thing  I  want. 

Shop  Assistant — "Thank    you,     sir.       Wi 
enough?" 

G— G— G 

An  old  sailor,  being  asked  to  write  his  impressions  of  a  can- 
nibal people  he  had  visited,  wrote  the  following: 
Manners — None. 
Customs — Nasty. 

— Brown  Jug. 
G— G— G 

Very  Little  Difference 

Chief   of   Police — "What!     You   mean   to   say   this    fellow 
choked  a  woman  to  death  in  a  well  lighted  cabaret  in  front  of 
over  a  hundred  and  fifty  people?    Didn't  anybody  interfere?" 
Cop:  "No,  Cap,  everybody  thought  they  were  dancing." 

— Frivol. 
«  G— G— G 

The  4-wheel  brakes  are  a  wonderful  invention.  Now  the 
automobile  can  stop  on  top  of  the  pedestrian  rather  than  run 
over  him.  —  Brown  Jug. 

G— G— G 

A  Rochdale  man  has  been  arrested  for  defrauding  book- 
makers. It  seems  a  pity  that  men  should  attempt  to  impose  on 
innocent  and  inoffensive  people  who  have  our  living  to  get. 

—Punch. 
G— G— G 

A  Blow 


She — "It's  very  good 
He — "Don't  mention 

of  you  to  ask  me  to  dance." 
it,  it's  a  charity  ball." 

— Jack  0'  Lantern 
G— G— G 

"Has  your  brother  come  home  from  college  yet?" 
"I  guess  so,  or  else  the  car's  been  stolen." 

— Yellow  Crab 
G— G— G 

Jaywalking 

On  Foot 

and                          In  Cab 

Take  care,  my  man, 
Watch   how  you  drive; 
It's  not  your  fault 
That  I'm  alive. 
To  cross  the  street 
I've  every  right. 
Even  without 
The  signal  light. 

You  rubes,  you  churls. 
You  stupid   fools 
To  jaywalk  quite 
Against  the  rules! 
With  trustful  bliss 
And  daring   filled 
You  try  to  cross; 
You  should  be  killed. 
— Kalrinka,  in  the  N.  Y.  World. 
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It  Makes  a  Difference 


Chimney:  "Wot's  de  best  way  to 
teach  a  girl  to  swim?" 

Johnny:  "Well,  yer  want  to  take 
her  gently  down  to  de  water,  put  your 
arm  'round  her  waist,  and — " 

Chimney:  "Oh,  cut  it  out.  It's  my 
sister." 

Johnny:  "Oh,  push  her  off  de 
dock." 

— Drexerd. 
G— G— G 

"Do  you  serve  lobsters  here?" 
Waiter:   "Sure.    We  serve  anyone. 
Sit  down."  — Purple  Parrot. 

G— G— G 

Suspicious   character:      Wot    am    I 
supposed  to  *ave  stolen? 
Police:    A  'orse  and  van. 
"All  right;  search  me." 

— London  Mail. 
G— G— G 

A  Utile  bee 
Sal  on  a  tree 
And  then  he  sat  on  me 
o.  g.  — Tiger. 

G— G— G 

He    (in   the    restaurant)  :     "What 
would  you  say  to  a  little  chicken?" 
She:    "Chick,  chick!" 

— Frivol. 
G— G— G 

Quick  Work 

"Is  that  a  particular  friend  of  yours 
you  just  spoke  to?" 

"Why,  yes." 

"Why  don't  you  ask  him  to  join  us, 
then?" 

"Oh,  this  is  so  sudden!  He's  the 
new  minister." 

— Georgia  Yellow  Jacket. 

G— G— G 

Universal  Favourite 

"Yes,  my  friends,"  said  the  theo- 
logical lecturer,  "some  admire  Moses, 
who  instituted  the  old  law;  some, 
Paul,  who  spread  the  new.  But,  after 
all,  which  character  in  the  Bible  has 
had  the  largest  following?" 

As  he  paused,  a  voice  from  the  back 
bench  shouted:    "Ananias!" 

— Columbia  State. 
G— G— G 
Full  Of  It 

The  Sheik:  "Through  the  Sahara's 
worst  sandstorm  I  have  come  to  thee, 
Nellie." 

The    Sheikess:      "Aye,     Rudolph, 

surely  thou  must  be   a  man  of  grit!" 

— Washington  Columns. 


COLUMBUS,  when  he 
discovered  America  in 
1492,  likewise  discovered 
tobacco.  366  years  later 
Macdonald's  "The  Tobacco  with 
a  heart"  was  "discovered"  to 
Canadians. 

As  the  caravels  of  Columbus 
have  given  way  to  the  modern 
liner  so  too  have  the  "herbs"  of 
Columbus  given  way  to  "The 
Tobacco  with  a  heart". 

Times  change  but  Macdonald 
quality  never ! 

o9&  •tt&ztxv-wtdfaJ&M&tif 
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MACDONALD'S 
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Unreliable 

Boss:  "But  you  asked  for  a  day 
off  a  month  ago  because  your  wife 
was  dying,  and  now  you  ask  for  an- 
other  for  the  same  reason." 

Clerk:  "Can't  help  it,  sir;  I  am 
very  sorry,  but  you  can  never  depend 
on   my  wife   for   anything." 

Buen  Humor  (Madrid) 
G— G— G 

Worthy  of  His  Hire 

The  plumber  worked  and  the  helper 
stood  helplessly  looking  on.  He  was 
learning  the  business.  This  was  his 
first  day. 

"Say,"  he  inquired,  "do  you  charge 
for  my  time?" 

"Certainly,  you  idiot,"  came  the 
reply. 

"But  I  haven't  done  anything." 

The  plumber,  to  fill  in  the  hour, 
had  been  looking  long  at  the  finished 
job  with  a  lighted  candle.  Handing 
the  two  inches  of  it  that  were  still  un- 
burned  to  the  helper,  he  said,  with- 
eringly: 

"Here — if  you  gotta  be  so  darned 
conscientious — blow  that  out!" 

—Life. 


Travel  in  the  younger  sort  is  a  part  of  education  ;  in  the  older,  a  part  of  experience. 

—Bacon. 

EDUCATIONAL  TOURS 

TO 

Britain  -  Holland  -  Belgium  -  France 


The  first  Tour,  under  the  aus- 
pices of  Guy  Tombs  Ltd.,  leaves 
Montreal  on  the  "Athenia" 
for  Glasgow,  June  19,  re- 
turning from  Cherbourg,  July 
17,  on  the  "Ausonia." 


The  second  Tour,  under  the  aus- 
pices of  W.  H.  Henry  Ltd., 
leaves  Montreal,  June  27,  on  the 
"Ausonia"  for  Plymouth,  re- 
turning from  Liverpool,  July 
24  on  the  "Alaunia." 


The  third  Tour,  under  the  auspices  of  Guy  Tombs  Ltd., 
leaves  Montreal,  July  3,  for  Glasgow  on  the  "Letitia," 
returning  from  Cherbourg,  July  31,  on  the  "Ascania." 


Inclusive  Cost  of  Tour 


$330.00 


For  full  particulars  of  itinerary  apply  to: — 
GUY  TOMBS.  LTD.,  W.   H.   HENRY,   LTD., 

285    Beaver   Hall   Hill,  286  St.  James  Street, 

Montreal.  Montreal. 


Cunard  Anchor  -  Donaldson 


Tactful   Talk 

The  Judge:  "This  lady  says  you  tried  to  speak  to  her 
at  the  station." 

Student:  "It  was  a  mistake.  I  was  looking  for  my  room- 
mate's girl,  whom  I  have  never  seen  before,  but  who'd  been 
described  to  me  as  a  handsome  blond  with  classic  features,  fine 

complexion,   beautifully  dressed  and " 

The  Witness:  "I  don't  care  to  prosecute  the  gentleman. 
Any  one  might  have  made  the  same  mistake." 

— Punch   Bowl. 
G— G— G 
Gamble:     "Going  south  with  the  ponies  this  year?" 
Gimble:    "No,  but  I  am  going  to  Cuba  after  the  swallows." 

— Medley. 
G— G— G 
He:    "I  went  to  a  very  exclusive  party  last  night." 
She:     "And  were  you  excluded?" 

— Punch  Bowl. 
G— G— G 
Breathes  there  a   girl   with  soul  so  dead, 
Who  never  to  herself  hath  said, 
Is  there  a  burglar  under  my  bed? 

—Witt. 
G— G— G 
"So   Mary    refused   to    marry   you?     Why   didn't   you    tell 
her  you  had  a  rich  uncle?" 

"I  did,  and  now  Mary  is  my  aunt."  — Whirlwind. 

G— G— G 
Anyone  who  can  lead  up  to  recovery  of  bathtub  taken  by 
mistake  from  281  1  Q.  Dec.   12,  1924,  liberal  reward;  no  ques- 
tions asked.    CHAS.  H.  ELBERT,  2118  O.    Phone  4390. 
— Galveston  Daily  News. 

Discovered,  the  Apex  of  Absentmindedness. 

— N.  Y.  World. 


No  Escape 

Shrieks  and  yells  of  the  most  appalling  type  were  issuing 
from  the  little  cottage,  and  quite  a  crowd  had  collected.  Pres- 
ently, clothed  in  the  full  majesty  and  dignity  of  the  law,  a 
policeman  came  striding  on  to  the  scene. 

"Now,  then,"  he  said  gruffly,  "what  is  all  this  about?" 
"Please,    sir,"    spoke   up    a    small    boy,    "that's   only    my 
brother.    He's  crying  because  mamma's  eyesight  ain't  very  good, 
and  she's  deaf,  too." 

A  ghastly  series  of  shrieks  interrupted  the  explanation. 
"He  must  be  a   very   feeling  little   fellow,"   remarked  the 
officer,  wiping  away  a  tear. 

"Yes,  sir,  he  is.  You  see,  ma's  mending  his  trousers,  and 
he's  got  them  on."  — Los  Angeles  Times. 

G— G— G 
Anything  But  That 
Mrs.   Key  was  visiting  some   friends,   and   left   the   follow- 
ing note  for  her  nearest  neighbour: 

"Dear  Mrs.  Garrison, — Would  you  please  put  out  a  little 
food  for  the  cat  I  have  been  feeding  th  s  winter?  It  will  eat 
almost  anything,  but  do  not  put  yourself  out." 

— The  Booster. 
G— G— G 
"I  hear,  Jackson,  that  your  wife  got  a  divorce  and  returned 
to  Alabama.    Who  will  do  my  washing  now?" 

"Don't  worry,  mum;  I'se  co'tin  again,  and  I  co'ts  rapid." 

— Record. 
G— G— G 
Peace 
This  was  after  the  lover's  quarrel. 

"I  can  never  forgive  you,"  he  cried.  "Last  night  you  said 
that  I  was  a  lobster." 

"But,  my  dear,"  she  replied  coyly;  "you  must  remember 
how  crazy  I  am  about  lobster." 

With  a  glad  cry  he  folded  her  to  his  heart. 

— Punch  Bowl. 
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Inscription  for  the  Fly  Leaf  of  a  Book  of  Verse 

I  hurl  at  you  this  little  book; 
At  your  unlovely  head  I  shy  it. 
For  well  I  know,  you  dirty  crook, 
You'd  never  buy  it. 

—F.  P.  A.  in  the  New  York  World. 
G— G— G 
The  glib  insurance  agent  had  persuaded  Rastus   to  undergo 
his  physical  examination.    All  went  well  until  the  doctor  started 
to  fill  out  the  personal  question  blank. 

"Do  you  use  wine,  spirits,  or  malt  liquors?"  he  asked. 
"Ah  knowed  it!    Ah  knowed  it!"  exclaimed  Rastus,  jumping 
for  the  door  clutching  his  collar  and  tie,  "Ah  s'pected  all  de 
time  you  wuz  prohibition  agents!"  — California  Pelican. 

G—G—G 
Another  Educational  Danger 

The  star  cheer  leader  at  an  Eastern  college  was  awarded  the 
varsity  letter.  If  this  keeps  up  the  varsity  letter  will  be  almost  as 
easy  to  get  as  the  regular  college  degree.  — Life. 

G—G—G 
A  New  Name 
We  read  that  the  isotrope  is  infinitely  more  infinitesimal  than 
the  atom.    Now  we  know  what  to  call  the  chap  we  dislike  the 
most.  — Winnipeg  Free  Press. 

G—G—G 
Here  is  interred,  waiting  Gabriel's  word, 

The  body  of  Wee  Willie  Wickle, 
A  lecturer  bold  on  the  evils  of  gold, 

Who  died  when  he  swallowed  a  nickel. 

— Sun  Dial. 


lUng  Cbtoarb  Hotel 

TORONTO 

Direction   of   United    Hotels    Company    of   America. 

The   Victoria    Dining    Room 

A  la  Carte  Service  from  7  A.M.   to  1  A.M. 

Supper   Dance       —       Oak    Boom 

Nightly  except   Sunday,   from   10.30   until   1    A.M. 

The    Dansant  —  Crystal    Ball    Room. 

Saturday,    from    4:30    until    6    P.M. 

Afternoon   Tea  —  Parlor   Floor. 

Daily,    from  4    to   6. 

Dinner    Dance         —         Oak    Room 

Saturday,   from   6:30   to  8:30  P.M.,  De  Luxe  Dinner  $2.00. 

Make  Reservations   with   Maitre  d'Hotel,   Main  4600. 

PICKWICK   DINING    ROOM 

Special    Plate    Luncheons    and    Table    d'Hote   Dinners. 

OUR   NEW   CAFETERIA 

Scientifically   equipped    Highest   Quality   of   Food. 


OLD 

pNTUCRY 

BLENDED 
CIGARETTES 

A  perfect  blend  of 
Vir4mia,Burle\f 

Cj         AND  J 

Turkish  Tobaccos 

25* 


FOR 


Manuraclurtd   bu 

IMPERIAL  TOBACCO  CO 
OF  CANAOA.LIMITEO. 


Enthusiast:    "She's  a  past  mistress  of  legato." 
Dowager:    "Dear  me,  those  fickle  Italians." 

G—G—G 

:lutch  of  lure  and  wile 


-Life. 


In  the  fe 

I  have  not  cried  aloud,  nor  sobbed; 
Under  the  bludgeonings  of  style 

My  head  is  lovely  but  unbobbed. 

— F.  P.  A.  in  the  New  York  World. 
G—G—G 

Mrs.  West:  "The  average  woman  has  a  vocabulary  of  only 
500  words." 

Gordon:     "It's  a  small  stock.     But  think  of  the  turnover. 

— Bristol  Evening  News. 
G—G—G 
Guest:    "I  suppose  I  can  sit  here  until  I  starve?" 
Waiter:    "Hardly  that,  sir!    We  close  at  11   o'clock!" 

— Kasper,  Stockholm. 
G—G—G 

A  well-known  author  was  vainly  endeavoring  to  write  the 
other  morning,  when  he  was  repeatedly  interrupted  by  his  six- 
year-old  son.  "If  you  ask  me  one  more  question,"  the  harassed 
writer  declared  at  last,  "I  will  go  out  and  drown  myself." 
"Father,"  came  the  small  voice,  "may  I  come  out  and  see  you 
do  it."  — Dublin  Evening  Herald. 
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Was  This  Man  Sane? 

The  man  had  a  million  dollars.  He 
had  good  health,  and  was  young 
enough  to  enjoy  it;  he  was  just  forty- 
eight.  He  had  a  family  of  which  he 
was  fond,  and  he  was  a  man  of  no 
evil  habits.  Yet  he  tried  to  drown 
himself.  Was  it  that  he  was  insane 
or  was  it  because,  for  the  first  time 
in  his  life,  he  was  sane? 

It  is  an  interesting  question  raised 
by  a  striking  and  unusual  story,  "The 
Love  Story  of  a  Silent  Man."  Harvey 
J.  O'Higgins  has  told  a  story  that 
differs  from  the  usual.  It  will  well 
repay  perusal. 

If  you  are  interested  in  business, 
you  will  be  struck  by  the  experience 
of  Peter  Bowers.  Peter  wondered 
why  success  came  to  him ;  yet  it  is  all 
there  in  the  story,  "Peter  Bowers  Pays 
His  Tithe,"  by  Helen  Christine 
Bennett. 

"The  Flagellant  of  Farthing  Rock," 
by  J.  H.  Greene,  is  the  story  of  an  old 
man  who  had  no  mercy. 

Facts  With  the  Glow  of  Fiction 

It  reads  like  the  adventures  of  a 
confidence  man,  yet  it  is  sober 
truth,  the  recounting  of  the  manipu- 
lations of  a  great  business,  and  of  the 
superlative  skill  that  is  brought  to 
the  fooling  of  the  public.  It  is  the 
story  of  "The  Greatest  'Skin'  Game 
in  the  World."  By  William  Mac- 
Millan. 

Norman  Reilly  Raine  has  the 
second  of  his  studies  of  the  Cape 
Breton  coal  miners;  an  arresting  and 
important  article. 

In  humor  there  is  the  irresistible 
Stephen  Leacock  with  an  amusing 
skit,  "How  Wife  and  I  Built  Our 
Home  for  $4.90." 

And  in  addition  many  other 
articles  of  importance  and  interest. 

MACLEANS 

1         1  "CANADA'S  NATIONAL  MAGAZINE  " 


No   Encouragement 

Magistrate  (severely)  :  "Prisoner,  how  did  you  have  the  au- 
dacity to  break  into  this  man's  house  at  midnight  and  rob  him?" 

Prisoner  (indignantly)  :    "But,  your  worship,  last  time  I  was 

before  you,  you  wanted  to  know  how  I  could  have  the  audacity 

to  rob  a  man  on  the  highway  at  noon.  When  can  I  go  on  with 

my  work?"  — The  Bailie. 

G— G— G 

Harry 

Policeman  to  Woman  Driver:  "Hey,  you!  What's  the 
matter?" 

Woman  in  Traffic  Jam:  "Well,  you  see,  I  just  had  my 
car  washed,  and  I  can't  do  a  thing  with  it." 

— Times. 
G— G— G 

Applicant  (to  magistrate) — "I  want  some  advice  about  my 
husband,  sir.  He  left  me  twenty-five  years  ago  and  I  ain't  seen 
him  since." 

Magistrate — "Well?" 

Applicant — "What  about  me  'aving  a  separation?" 

— London  Opinion. 
G— G— G 

It  Might  Be  Worse 

Vers  Librist:  "Alas!  I  fear  I  haven't  written  anything  that 
will  live." 

Friend:  "Cheer  up!  Be  thankful  you  are  alive  in  spite  of 
what  you've  written."  — Boston  Transcript. 

G— G— G 

Clancy — "Mrs.  Murphy,  yure  son  Mike  has  just  fell  off  th' 
scaffolding  and  kilt  himself." 

Mrs.  Murphy — "Merciful  hivins!" 

Clancy — "Aisy  now!  'Tis  only  his  leg  that's  bruk,  an*  it's 
glad  ye  will  be  to  hear  it  whin  ye  thought  he  was  killed  en- 
toirely."  — Sydney  Bulletin. 

G— G— G 

A  Tragedy  in  Seven   Letters  and  One   Act 

Characters:    George,  His  Wife. 

Scene:    Any  home. 

Time:    Evening. 

Properties:     One   newspaper,   one   cross-word  puzzle   book, 
one  axe. 

(When  the  curtain  goes  up,  George  is  trying  to  read  a  news- 
paper.) 

"George,  what's  'a  feline  house  pet'  in  three  letters?" 

"In  three  litters?" 

"I  said  letters." 

"Oh— cat." 

(She  looks  at  him  admiringly.) 
Time  passes. 

"George,  how  would  you  hold  a  stream  in,  in  five  letters?" 

"Damn  it,  how  can  I  tell?" 

"Oh,  dam  it!    How  silly  of  me  not  to  think  of  that.    You're 
so  clever,  George." 

Tempus  fugit. 

"George,  what  is  'a  synonym  for  purgatory'?" 

"Hell,  leave  me  alone." 

"Oh,  George,  you're  so  clever!" 

(Business  of  murder  with  the  axe.) 
Curtain. 

— Lampoon. 


ENTWlLIGHT\iELDS 
TO  LAMPLIGHT 


NO  other  part  of  the  house  is  more  cheerful  than  the  living 
room  when  the  mellow  sunshine  streams  in  through  the 
windows,  and  adds  its  own  rich  pattern  to  colorful  rays 
and  hangings.  And  no  room  responds  more  happily  to  the  glow 
of  the  evening  lamp.  When  the  day- 
light is  gone,  the  flick  of  a  silken  cord 
releases  this  modern  sunshine  to  scat- 
ter the  night  at  your  bidding. 

Portable  floor  and  table  lamps,  equipped 
with  the  correct  Edison  Mazda  Lamps,  can 
increase  the  cheerfulness  of  your  living  room 
many  times  over. 

To  obtain  the  best  results,  choose  lamps 
with  wide  shades  which  throw  the  light  upward 
and  downward.  See  that  they  are  equipped 
with  50  or  75 -watt  white  or  frosted  Edison 
Mazda  Lamps. 

Near  you  is  an  Edison  Mazda  Lamp 
store,  recognizable  by  the  yellow  and 
blue  cartons.  There  you  can  obtain 
real  information  about  good  lighting. 


White  Edison  Mazda  Lamp  most 
suitable  for  portable  lamp  use,  as 
the  filament  cannot  be  seen. 


EDISON 

AVAZDA  LAMPS 

Edison  Lamp  Works  of  Canadian  General  Electric  Go.Limited 


Ifate 
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